FOL DOL DO
[From Crossings]

Fol, dol, do, and a south wind a-blowing O,
Fol, dol, do, and green growths a-growing O,
Fol, dol, do, and the heart inside me knowing O,
'Tis merry merry month of May.

Fol, dol, do, shrill chanticleer's a-crowing O,
Fol, dol, do, and the mower's soon a-mowing O,
O lovelier than the lilac tree, my lovely love's a-showing O,
In merry merry month of May.

DAYBREAK
After the dark of night
Spreads slowly up the glow
Into the starry height
Of daybreak piercing through.
Now gin the cocks to crow;
Runs lapwing, claw and crest;
From her green haunt the hare
Lopes wet with dew. The east
Gathers its cloudy host
Into its soundless pen;
Stirring in their warm sleep,
Beasts rise and graze again.
Now, with his face on fire,
And drenched with sunbeams through,
Sam, with his dappled team,
Drags out the iron plough.
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